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while theirteeth are clattering. 
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black nurses congregate together 
in sunny places, ‘‘minding”’ their 
baby brothers and sisters. They 
generally carry them, boost-back. 
as the New-England children say . 

I have counted from six to ten 
of these wee nurses, ina group, 
and I think the eldest was not more 
than nine years of age. James 
and I contend that they all look 
alike, but Lucia says there is as 
great a variety in their expression 
as in the faces of the whites.—- 
They are all fat and smiling. You 
scarcely see a puny baby among 
them, and really, when I observe 
how wellthey thrive, so tumbled 
and hustled about as they are, I 
feel half ashamed of the guard I 
have placed round little Sue in my 
absence. God keep and bless her, 
and you, too, dear Anna, is_ the 
wish of your affectionate mother, 

H. W. 





THE AMBITIOUS FAMILY. 
[Translated for the Southern Rose Bud, 
from a late French work by Janin.] 

Who has not seen a village fer- 
ry-boat? That large wherry on the 
surface of the water; that walking 
bridge, loaded with men, beasts, 
carts, sporting children—all the 
fortunes of a village! The town is 
at rest through the day. The 
floating bridge puts itself in mo- 
tion at the first crowing of the 
cock; it returns in the evening 
with the glistening of the stars; 
the boatman fastens it to the shore, 
andthe story of the day is told. 
Till to-morrow morning here is a 
corner of the earth separated from 
the rest of the world. The vil- 
lage gate isshut; the draw-bridge 
is raised, and all within the little 
town sleep undisturbed and secure. 
When Anatole arrived at the 
margin of the river, the vessel was 
at anchor; the rudder was moving 
undecided; the boatwoman was 
seated upon a bench at the stern, 
occupied in watching the water as 
it glided past. She was large and 
robust; with stout arms, made still 
stouter by her. work at pulling ; 
rough hands, dark face, white 


teeth; with an old straw hat, red 
haudkerchief, and around her, that 
delicious odour of pitch and tar, a 
thousand times preferable to all the 
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essences which the dandies of Pa- 
ris throw over their persons. 

“My goodness, Sir,’’ said the 
boatwoman, “I can hardly carry 
you over just now; 
strike in a quarter of an hour; my 
little John, who rows for his fa- 
ther, has gone to bring my dinner; 
I am alone, and am waiting for the 
12 o’clock passage.’ 

“Very well, my good woman, 
said Anatole, “ol will wait for the 
clock and for your little John.-—- 
You love your little John dearly, 
then?” 

“Ah, Sir, my poor John isa 
man to me. He is not ten years 
old, and already he supplies his 
father’s place. He labours here, 
and he sings there, to give plea- 
sure; he is the first to awake in 
the morning, and the last to go to 
rest after having sung all day; 
without our John, my husband and 
myself would die of hunger this 
winter, besides the sorrow which 
the other child has cost us.” 

‘‘You have another child, then, 
good woman,” replied Anatole; 
‘‘and what has he done, pray, to 
cost you so much sorrow?” 

‘‘Alas,”’ replied the boatwoman, 
‘it is a long story; my eldest was 
a priest, Sir; he is so no longer, 
and we know not at present what 
to do with him.”’ 

‘“‘And how did that happen,” 
said the young man. ‘‘Tell me, 
Ientreat you good woman. I am 
curious, to the last degree, to 
know.”’ 

‘It was pride, Sir,which caused 
our ruin. You see yonder little 
white house near the willow- -grove. 
We had inherited that house with 
five acres of good land. We should 
have been rich with that. But I 
had the idea of making a curate 
of my Ambrose. I wished to have 
ason whom the people would bow 
to; a son, who might, as well as 
others, go and dine at the manor- 
house, and say the mass at church. 
We sold that pretty house and 
those five acres of land to keep 
our child at his studies. He read 
all the college books; he procured 
his head to be shaven; he went to 
some place to preach, when a ter- 
rible misfortune happened to him, 
poor child! For look you, Sir! I 
cannot believe that he was crimi- 
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nal; he was a young man, but 
brave and honest, was never dis- 
respectful to his father, and al- 
ways dined with me when he came 
home at his vacations. O hateful 
black gown, what evils bast thou 
caused us!”’ 

The poor woman now abandon- 
ed herself to grief; she then re- 
sumed her story, observing that 
Anatole was still listening. 

‘‘Autumn had passed away; the 
fishing had been good; the fair 
had increased the custom of our 
ferry-boat so much, that my hus- 

band, my little John, and I, had 
laid up twelve silver crowns, good 
money. ‘Wife,’ said my poor hus- 
band to me one evening, and that 
evening the wind blew loud, the 
river roared, and the yellow leaves 
beat against our. windows; ‘wife,’ 
said he, ‘here are twelve crowns, 
which will enable us to get thro’ 
the winter; what shall we do wath 
these twelve crowns:’ 

“John replied not, neither did I; 
my son and I had already decided 
in our minds what should be done 
with the money. 

‘Perhaps,’ replied my husband, 
seeing that no one answered him; 
perhaps we shall do well to buy a 
hog, of our neighbor John Foot. 
Such a little hog will just suit our 
purpose. He is full grown and fat, 
and ready to kill; we will salt him 
and smoke him, and this winter,at 
least,we will have some comitort at 
our meals; and we shall not be re- 
duced to the miserable fare we had 
last winter. Not that I speak on 
my own account, wife, but for you 
and our darling John, who is grow- 
ing, and who requires that he 
should eat a little meat every day 

“This last reason put a stop te 
my speaking; my last child ha¢ 
suffered so much, that I had noth- 
ing to say to his father; but ov! 
John immediately replied, 

‘Father, do not buy the hog 
John Foot; I do very well without 
eating theat; every body says thal 
Iam as big as you are. I know 
very well, “if you will let me te! 
you, what ought to be done wit! 
the tw elve crowns. 

“What do you mean? said ™) 
husband. What do you want t 
do with it,if not to procure us some 
comforts; to buy yourself a ne" 
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waistcoat, as you are aimost 


; na- 
ked, my child, and shoes for you 
mother; and tor myself a pair of 


wear, 


efout b ots to 
fishing all day im the water up to 
! knees: 


‘| did not care to resist the rea- 
sons of my poor husband. but John 


came to my assistance. 

nel omer said he, rising up, my 
eldest brother 1s apriest; he has 
not any b lack gown, and no three- 
cornered hat; we will still eat 


bread this winter, and my mother 
shall mend up my little old jacket. 
“Oh heavens, how beautiful my 
hn looked, w hile he was — 
: 2 I still weep in thinking of it, 
Sir. 

‘‘Son, said his father, I can re- 
fuse you nothing except that black 
gown. These twelve crowns shall 
be for yourself, your mother and 
me; for your mother, and for your- 
self, child, and for your father. 
Your brother is well maintained, 
well warmed; has a bed, and 
sheets, and as many coverings as 
he wishes; we lie upon straw, and 
have no bed-coverings but our 
summer clothes; he fasts only for- 
ty days, we fast all the year; and 
we should be glad enough to dine 
on Sundays in the way that he 
dines on his fast-days. I will hear 
nothing of that gown and hat; I 
will hear nothing of it, wife, I will 
not. 

‘‘Alas, said Ito my husband, he 
only needs that gown,and that hat, 
to make him a complete priest. 
Only this sacrifice more, dear hus- 
band; only pass this winter as we 
havedone. Do you prefer having 
a bit of bacon hung over your 
chimney-piece, than to see 
son seated higher than the choris- 
ters of the church, and pronoun- 
cing over you his Lene diction: 


“Yes, fathe r, replied John, 
‘people dispise my brother; they 
ask him where his gown ts. He 


must have a gown, my father, give 
him the twelve crowns.” 

The father answered, “‘IfI give 
these twelve crowns, it will be our 
death. Take the twelve crowns, 
John, take them; I give them to 
you, and not to your ‘brother; your 
brother has ruined us; we 
sold for himthe vineyard o 
uncle Robin, the 


f your 


your 


house and the 


when [I am | 








have | 


Ros 


vinevard of mv brother 


alliour fortune has gone into the 


Semi ary. Lou w see, Ty son, 
t] at | shall have to s« mivy nets 
andmy boat’? Then he turne 
towards me, “Wife, wife,’ said he 
‘we shall have a priest te attend or 
our ing bed, perhaps Ahi 


he grew out trom his straw-bex 


the twelve crowns, lie coul theu 
one by one; he counted eleven of 
them, sighing ail t H 
stopped atthe twelith é 
“Jobn,”’ said ne, pkucre 18s ON 
crown Which shall be for you I 
wish to expend it for you, John 
You shall buy for voursell some 
cake, some sugat-plums, some 


Tour’s prunes, some barley candy, 
a double bladed knife, 
good things; 
cost more than those things do, 
my child. Come, take this crown. 
It shall not be said that you are 
the only one who has not spent my 
money; spend something, John, 
so as not to make your brother 
blush too much. Come, my son, 
let us go to the fair; you shal! 
dance, and you shall give four- 
pence to pay for the music.” 

Then my poor husband took his 
son in hisarms, kissed him with 
tears in his eyes, still holding the 
last crown in his hand. 

“Oh, Sir, too true it ts that it 
costs very dear to make a priest! 
People say to parents, u will cost 
you nothing,yet every moment they 
are called upon for sometuing; all 
their poor money goes to a Semi- 
which feels no thankfulness 


Richard: 


all sorts of 
your brother’s beads | 


E BU 


| There's gr indy 


nary, 
for it, and, inthe mean time, they 
live upon bread, and sufler their 
boats togrow leaky.” 

While saying these words, the 
poor woman drew in one of her | 


oars, to paddle out the water that 
had found its way through the 
chinks of her ferry-boat 


Journal of Caroline Vilson. 


Feb. 1829.—I have been very 
ill, and thought God intended to 
take me back again to him, and I 
was ready togo. Iwas sad tosce 
so many tears aro und my bed. If 
my friends believe as 1 do, that 
God will make me happy, and let 
e. spirit go from my body as the 


bird bursts its egg, and learns to 








Aunt Polly has got he 
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‘ } 
tly and ne } ) 
Le | : sili Vi =iit : 
ric \¢ 
The ’ j i 4 rit { ti > 
sil ’ , ’ : 
would not | ( ti hACK IT The ! 
said, would vou dress int nin 
for a friend who was goig a plea 
Sant journey, where tlowers bloon 


and fruits are tipe, and who wall 
ready, waiting 
too? They 
said Clothes 

rme, but sing hymns of praise, 
rilam going a better journey 
(han to the most beautiful place in 
this world, andif you do not mourn 
foo much, as if 
good God, 


for you to come 
‘No Then l 


ot voureclvesin black 


not a 
} } 
you shall follow me 


Ciod were 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


We welcome the Northern muse of 8 H 
to our latitude, and hope eli appre- 
ciate the unusual compliment of havi & 


our city hung with icicles on her 


will 


arrival 


Several other communications have be« 


received 


We think the descript ve letiers offered 
to the Rose Bud,of which we are to’ have 
a series form an agreable addition to its 


pages The y 
ven say domestic, but are 
models for 
than more « 


are unambuitious, we tay ©- 
perhaps better 
writers, 


iInexXperi need etter 


laborat« epistles 


newer to Prebiceam 4. 


He gained one foot every day, and on 


the 27th day jun pe d out 
For my Youngest Readers. 


The little boy compiaimes of the cold 


I think I might get near the grate, 

My toes the y grow colder and colder 
I arn etre | wish early, and late, 

That 1 could be bigger and older, 


stowed close by the fire, 


And she’s mana 
brother 


ged to squeeze im my 
r desire 


@ toast peat to mother 


And sits ithe 


My teeth the 5 all «hake 
And my like 
tl, 


in my head, 
hands are ekims'd-milk ¢ 


And m y feet feel as if they were dead 


And I'm sure I cant tell whatt 
I have tried once or twice to go bear, 
And they cry out ‘tol, dont be a baby 
‘‘Run about and youl warm »\oureell 
dear 
They think I've no feelmg then, may b« 
I mst wieb that from now til! morrow 
They 1 i could change bagers ; 
And then they'd find out to thesr sorrow 
How a le w must fee! when he's froze 
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OF THE NORTH AND SOUTH SPINiTs, 


Showing the cause of the late Atmospheric Phenomenon, 
and the recent cold. 


"T'was a still autumn night, when the Queen of the North, 
In sadness and inusing went si ently forth, 
While «he stars stood respectfully o1i!); 
tiara of planets encircled her head, 
And light from their elegant radiance shed, 
That lit up the valley and hi!!. 


Slight bells on her drapery, balauc’d with care, 
Rang out as slie stepped on the frost-teiter’d air, 
hile the waters were checked in their flow; 
And where her fair foot fell elastic and free 
Over mountain and plain—over river and sea, 
There crisp was the sound of the snow. 


O’er her pale floating tresses were icicles flung, 
And pendant from eyebrow and eyelid they hung, 
ad fringed the snow robe on her breast; 
While brightly the beams of her glancing blue eye, 
Peered out like the streak of a ar sky, 
When fleecy clouds break in the West. 


She looked to the North, and her icicle wand 

Waved gracefully round in her lilly-white hand— 
Then sounded a note of recali— 

Quick, gliding, and rushing, and darting, hey came 

And hover’d around her, with many-tinged flame 
Borealis and meteors and all. 


‘They boast in the South,’’ said the Queen in her ire, 
And her eye sudden flashed like the ‘‘Spirit of Fire,’’ 
‘**They boast of their zephyr and bloom; 
“Of flowers that cluster in garden and hall; 
«And fruits that are lingering still ere they fall, 
‘*And roses that blush o’er the tomb.* 


‘I’ll crush the proud Queen of the South’s Orange groves, 
‘**Aud trample to earth the fair garden she loves, 
**So rich, and so flourishing now; 
‘*And the myrtle and roses entwined in her hair, 
‘Shall give place to the icicle diadem rare, 
‘*With which | will crown her dark brow.’’ 


She moved, and around her the meteors played, 
They fell at her feet, and illumined her tread, 
As sternly she held on her way, 
While Southward, stiil Southward, the night-pageant flew, 
And mortals gazed wondering, and charmed with a view 
That rivalled the brightness of day. 


As she saw the fair South with her verdure and flowers, 
The joy in her halls, and the love in her bowers, 
n anger her ice-wand was reared ; 
A mist spread at once o’er the meteor train, 
While clouds went abroad boding tempests and rain, 
And their beautiful light disappeared. 


She conjured the storms, and directed the blast— 
Frost—frost fell around her wherever she past, 
Laid low was each leafy parterre; 





* Roses bloom through the wiuter in Southern burial grounds. 
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The nymphs of the green-houses trembling withdrew, 
As by their closed windows the Ice-Spirit flew, 
And blighted the plants that were there. 
She stealthily passed to their hearths, in the night, 
And treasures full dearto the heart and the sight 
Were crushed by her merciless tread; 
She rifled the calyx, and crisped up the leaves, 
And sucked the fine sap, which the slight stem receives, 
And the pride of the florist was dead. 


In darkness and envy the North-Queen withdrew, 
O’er hill and o'er valley returning, she flew, 
On that morn, as the South-Spirit rose, 
Who started—for nature burst forth on her sight, 
And kindled up feelings of nove! delight, 
Though bound in an icy repose. 
On the vine, on the oak, on the hovel and tower, 
On piantation and forest, on cottage and bower, 
Phe icicle tracery hung; 
And the Sun, risiug proudly, shot out his fall beams, 
And touch’d every point with acircie of gleams, 
Or rainbows, in sportiveness, Hung. 
Her own native roses now briiliantly shone, 
With frost-gems, the Ice-Queen had carefully strown 
Mid her curls, waving careless and free; 
Health giow'd in her cheeks with a beautiful strife, 
Her late languid motions were buoyant with -life,— 
Too happy for anger was she. 
I forgive you, fair sister, she gracefully cried, 
Though late by your wild storms and tempests defied, 
Since such splendour is left in your train; 
But back to your caverns— your rude task is done, 
My ice-crown is melting—our father, the Sun, 
A few rounds o’er the Heavens in brightness will run, 
And bring me fresh roses again. 


Charleston, S. C. Jan. 7, 1834. Cc. G. 
A pupil in one of our schools on this day, gathered a rose 


bud beautifully encrusted with ice from an open garden, and 
presented it to her teacher. 





FOR THE SOUTHERN ROSE BUD. 


It may not generally be known,that on Pell-rock sometimes cal- 
led Inch-cape, the Monks of Aberbothrock had a bell formerly 
suspended, to be rung by the waves that covered it at high tides. 


THE WARNING BELL. 

Hark ’tis the solemn warning bell 
That floats upon the air, 

Thrilling the heart—the fearful knell 
Of agony and prayer. 

Unseen the rocks, o’er which ‘tis sw ung, 
Hid by those surges high— 

Invisibly its notes are rung, 
Unmarked by human eye. 

Startling the sleepers from their dreams, 
Drowning the voice of mirth— 

The spirit of the storm, it seems, 
Whose tones, are not of earth. 


*Tis thus, *mid passion’s mountain-waves 
Reason’s frail barque is tost— 

O’er treach’rous rocks the tempest raves, 
Afd Hope is almost lost. 


Till conscience’ ‘‘still small voice’’ we hea 
Above the Ocean’s swell— 
Like music from a higher sphere, 
To us, a warning bell, =. H. 
Cam ridge, Mass. 
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